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 36 ALL IRELAND REVIEW. [March 22, 1902.
 above to a cross twine that ran down the length
 of ithe house. Tibe Smilax is much used in
 London for table decoration, and is just now a
 very profitable crop. Of course it is part of
 a grower's business to keep himself well posted
 in the aa-prices of the fashionable world. The
 Arum Lilies and the Smilax were what are
 called snatch crops?that is to say, something
 coming in between those which are heavier und
 more remunerative, for the green-house seems
 never to be idle tat any single season of the
 year. As soon as the Arum Lilies and the
 vSmilax were exhausted he would have the (pots
 removed into the open air, so as to leave the
 covered ground free for the exploitation of
 tomatoes, which is the great staple crop of

 Guernsey, and a principal, if not the principal,
 source of its wealth, just as grapes are in
 Jersey.

 The Guernsey green-houses are heated not
 only through means of their glass roofs, but
 also by ihot water or hot air. Mr. Hamilton's
 was heated iby the former. From a boiler out
 side the hot water ran down pipes extending
 the length of the house, at the end of which
 they curved, running back to the point from
 which they started, and restored their water to
 the boiler.

 These pipes, whiieh were of iron, were only
 hulf-sunk in the ground, the other half being
 exposed. As the object is to warm the earth
 and so promote an early growth, I thought
 they would do their work 'better if quite
 covered ; hut, of course, the grower knew his
 own business best. I presume they are in
 tended to diffuse heat not only to the neigh
 bouring earth but to the young plants as they
 emerge.

 Formerly the 'acceleration of the growth of
 plant life was brought about by the use of six
 or eight times the normal quantity of manure.
 Then it struck some gardener, more intelligent
 than the rest, that if the manure were not
 required for nutriment, but for heat, a less
 costly method would be desirable. So he hit
 on the device of hot-water pipes, which are
 beimg rather superseded by ?hot-air pipes. The
 latter are a little more expensive.
 Mr. Hamilton's green-h^urse was of the uni

 form size?viz., 300 feet by 40?and was di
 vided by a glass partition, half-way down, into
 two sections. One of 'these was heated by the
 hot-water pipes referred to ; the other was cool.
 Each section, the cool and the heated, has, of
 course, its uses and distinct functions.

 The cost of erecting a glass-house of these
 dimensions is about ?420, in which is included
 also the erection of 'the necessary packing shed
 in which the men pack in baskets for the
 English markets. The heating apparatus is
 erected by a different class of contractor, and
 seems to cost about ?180 ; for another grower
 informed me that the full cost of such a house,

 with its requisite heating apparatus, was about
 ?600, or Is. per square foot. The cost of the
 erection of such in Guernsey must not be taken
 as a criterion of what the cost would be here.
 The Guernsey people have been at this work
 for a long time, and there is much competition
 between contractors. The cost of coke for heat
 ing purposes is also a considerable item of the
 grower's expenditure. Carriage within the
 island does not involve much. There are no
 railway companies to starve or crush the in
 dustry. The growers' baskets are brought to
 Peter's Port by horses and cars, and the com
 petition between car-owners brings the cost to
 its natural point. The manure generally used,
 as less heating, is cow-manure?16s a load.
 Horse-manure is somewhat cheaper. Skilled
 labour costs only 3s a day ; but nearly everyone
 in Guernsey outside the towns is a good gar
 dener. Even quite small boys know all about
 the cultivation of tomatoes, which is the staplt
 crop.
 The native population are on *the wholt

 smaller than our own country people ; not good
 looking, but bright, pleasant, and cheerful, an<3
 very courteous and obliging. Men would leave
 their work and accompany me a considerable
 distance to show the way. A great point foi
 us *to consider is whether we have anywhere ii
 Ireland climatic conditions resembling or ap

 proaching those which prevail in Guernsey, a
 question which I shall try to answer before
 closing these letters.

 From the foregoing it will 'be perceived that
 if the grower produces annually, in the form of
 fruit, vegetables, and flowers, a vast amount
 of wealthy his outlay is also very considerable.
 Rent, or the purchase money of land, comes
 first ; then the erection of the glass-house and
 heating apparatus, after which labour and all
 the sundries and etceteras. Sudden and great
 fortunes are not now made in Guernsey, as they
 were; the competition has become too keen;
 but in spite of rent and tthe enormous cost of
 land, very good incomes are being made out of
 what we would consider mere patches ; and
 wherever you go through the island the glass
 houses, 400 feet long, are still rising.

 (To be continued.)

 A TREASURE-TROVE.
 Edgar Allan Poe.

 Dear Mr. Editor?As A. I. R. is
 somewhat partial to Edgar Allan Poe's I
 poems, I venture to send you these !
 beautiful verses, as perchance you may j
 [ not have them, and they are not to be
 found in any edition of the poet's works,
 and were written under strange circum
 stances. I copied them out of an old
 magazine, which I now transcribe, with
 the account of how they were written.
 One night a young man appeared

 ] at the door of a Virginian inn and
 requested a room. It was given
 I him. He retired, and the inn saw no
 ! more of him, for when they went to
 call him the following morning he had
 disappeared, leaving only a book, on the
 fly-leaf of which was the following poem
 written in Roman characters and almost
 as legible as print itself. The manu
 script contains not a single erasure, nor
 a single interlineated word, and is
 signed " E. A. P."

 " Leonainie," angels named her,
 And they took the light

 Of the laughing stars, and framed her
 In a smile of white :

 And they made her hair of gloomy
 Midnight, and her eyes of bloomy
 Moonshine, and they brought her to me

 In a solemn night?

 In a solemn night of summer,
 When my heart o? gloom

 Blossomed up to greet the comer
 Like a rose in bloom :

 All forebodings that distressed me
 I forgot, as joy caressed me?
 Lying joy that caught and pressed me

 In the arms of doom !

 Only spake the little lisper
 In the angel tongue,

 Yet I, listening, heard the whisper :
 " Songs are only sung

 Here below, that they may grieve you ;
 ! Tales are told you to deceive you ;
 So must Leonainie leave you

 While her love is young."

 Then God smiled, and it was morning,
 Matchless and supreme ;

 Heaven's glory seemed adorning
 Earth with its esteem :

 Every heart but mine seemed gifted
 With the voice of prayer, and lifted
 When my Leonainie drifted

 From me like a dream.

 P.S.?Arn't they lovely verses, Mr.
 Editor? and "they sing" so harmoni
 ously, and pourtray in some measure
 the shadows of the poet's life.

 " Maureen."

 MAN AND THE EARTH.
 To an English Lady.

 Dear Lady E?You are an English
 lady who lived amongst us once for
 many years and, I think, liked us and
 retain a tender spot in your heart for
 the poor old country, and you are, I
 know, watching with sympathy and
 interest the singular career of this little
 paper, bound, as it is, to no party, inte
 rest, or faction, and not sounding any of
 the customary Irish shibboleths or war
 cries.

 You tell me that it " will require a
 great deal of logic and eloquence on my
 part to convince you that it is right to
 buy and own a quartern loaf or a horse,
 or a dress, and wrong to buy and own a
 piece of land."
 You are so surrounded by and im

 mersed in the great disciplined interests
 of a very advanced civilisation, of which
 the private ownership and commercial
 exploitation of the Earth are the very
 foundation, that the task which you
 have set me is most difficult. Never
 theless, I shall not be deterred, and now,
 with a personal friendship and friendly
 feeling equal to your own, take up the
 challenge.
 All those things that you mention

 were made by man, are used, or abused,
 or wasted, and pass away, like the
 wreaths of mist which, at this moment,
 shift and dwindle and vanish at the
 other side of the Wicklow valley in
 which I write, and along the brown
 flank of one of our Irish mountains.
 The mountain and valley do not shift,
 dwindle, and vanish : they are the Earth.

 You will read this in your drawing
 room or breakfast-room. Cast your
 eyes round. Everything that you see
 there is the work of man. Furniture,
 carpet, fender, fire-irons, pictures, cabi
 nets, wall-paper, the walls themselves?
 nay, your whole house, every atom from
 topmost chimney to the foundation?
 all man's work, outcome of thought, of
 money saved and applied, of bodily acti
 vity and exertion ; or, otherwise, of
 Talent, of Capital, of Labour. All have
 come into being through human activ
 ities and industries, and all will surely
 pass out of being, like bubbles, or those
 phantom mist-wreaths that now change
 and dislimn, evaporate and vanish be
 fore my eyes. But below all and sus
 taining all, the foundation of everything
 i below the lowest basement, remember
 \ there stands and will stand sheer crust
 of the Earth, the Planet. Man did not
 bring it into being ; nor does it go out of
 being. It was there in the time of
 Caractacus, will be there when fishermen
 dry their nets where the Strand and
 Cheapside now shine and hum and roar.
 The floor of your house was made by
 the Power that made and shaped the
 Planet and sent it spinning through
 Space.

 I shall only ask you to-day to con
 sider the question so, and to realise that
 there is an essential difference between
 property in a dress-coat or a quartern
 loaf, and property in the crust of the
 Earth, in the round Planet.

 I do not say here that there may not
 be lawful property in the Planet, but
 that, if there is, it must be a kind of
 property profoundly, essentially dif
 ferent from that of property in, of indi
 vidual, private, exclusive ownership of
 the things that man made, and that are
 used and perish, and that return again,
 directly or through the elements, into
 the Earth. Is there not, evidently,
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